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M.   S.   Quay The  Grand 

Old    Man    of    Pennsylvania    politics. 

W.    A.    Stone 

A  Governor  who  aspires  higher. 

Jno.  P.  Elkin  An  Attor- 
ney  General   with     like    aspirations. 

Is    Durham    

...Silent  Partner  of  Stone  axxd  Elkin. 


RECITATIVE. 


Goddess- 


Tom   Bigelow    \ 

Ed.    Bigelow /  Quay's 

George   Oliver V        Pittsburg 

Hax-ry  Oliver (  "Angels." 

Johnny  McTighe J 


Bill  Flinn   An  acrobat 

Brown    )  Conspirators  in 

Burleigh r  Flinn's 

O'Mara )  Service. 

The  Goddess  of  Reform A  worthy 

maiden   who   is    biennially   buncoed. 

Legislators,    Lobbyists,    Newspaper   Men, 
etc. 


ACT  I. 

(Scene:    Quay   Headquarters     at     Harris- 
burg.) 

CHORUS   OF   QUAYITES. 

(Air— "We    Sail   the   Ocean   Blue.") 

"We're  Quayites  staunch  and  true 

And  attentive  to  our  duty. 
We  swear  by  M.   S.   Q. 
And  we  lead  a  life  that's  looty. 
The   "voice   still   and  small" 
Doesn't   haunt   us   at   all, 
We  freeboot  in  a  style  unblushing. 
And   our  time   we   bestow 
On  the  chase  for  the  dough, 
And  on  deep  and   copious  lushing. 
Yeo   ho,   yeo   ho! 
We're  out  for  the  dough. 
Hooray,  hooray 
For  Old  Man  Quay] 

(Enter  the  Goddess  of  Reform,  with  bal- 
lot laws,  constitutional  amendments, 
honest  charters,  etc.) 


All    hail,    ye    men    of   elevated    station, 

Who  mix  up  booze  and  coin  and  legisla- 
tion. 

A  maid  am  I  that  sorest  grief  have 
tasted. 

On  statesmen  smooth  my  charms  are  al- 
ways  wasted. 

All— If  we  had  tears,  we'd  surely  shed  'em 

for  her. 
Goddess^List  and  to  ye  I'll  tell   my  tale 

of   horror. 

SOLO— Goddess. 
(Air:     "Out  in  the  Cold  World.") 

Out  in  the  cold  world,  out  in  the  street. 

That's  where  I  land  when  the  lawmakers 
meet. 

When  I  ask  'em  to  pass  some  good  gov- 
ernment law, 

Oh,  I  get  the  throw-down  and  the  ribald 
ha-ha. 

Sometimes  by  their  promises  cheap  I'm 
misled, 

And  serve  'em  pro  tern,  as  a  mere  fig- 
urehead. 

But  the  game  soon  winds  up  and  my  fin- 
ish  I   meet, 

Out  in  the  cold  world,  out  in  the  street. 

All— Shame    on    the    hands      that     would 

leave   one  so   sweet 
Out  in  the  cold  world,   out  in  the  street. 

Goddess— Ye  speak  kindly,  my  masters, 
and  I  would  fain  accept  your  words  of 
sympathy  as  the  genuine  article,  were 
it  not  for  the  painful  lessons  of  ex- 
perience. I  have  been  up  against  so 
many  bunco  games  in  my  time  that 
I  have  come  to  mistrust  everybody. 
But  who   comes  yonder? 

Quayites— 'Tis  he,  'tis  he.  The  Old  Man 
himself.     Hooray,  hooray,  hooray! 

(Enter  Quay,  Stone,  Elkin,  Durham,  etc.) 

Quay— Thanks,  friends,  for  your  kindly 
salutation.  Ye  shall  not  go  unre- 
warded. Methinks.  corporate  greed 
has  again  yielded  to  the  pressure  of 
political  necessitv  and  the  barrel  is 
full  this  morning.  What  ho,  there, 
let  the  barrel  be  tapped  and  give 
largesse  to  these  honest  fellows. 


(Servitors     tap     barrel     and     all     hands 
scramble  for  the   coin.) 

Stone— Dear  fellows!  What  a  lot  of  in- 
nocent happiness  they  derive  from  a 
little  small  change!  And  yet  there 
are  purists  who  say  that  the  use  of 
money  in   politics  is  a  crime. 

Quay— I  have  said  so  myself,  William, 
but,  you  see,  this  is  an  abstract  prin- 
•  ciple  and  in  Pennsylvania  politics,  ab- 
stract principles  are  not  binding.  (To 
Elkin)— How  is  that,  John?  As  At- 
torney General  of  the  State,  give  us 
your   official   opinion. 

Elkin  (bowing  low)— Sire,  what  happens 
to  be  your  opinion  is  de  facto  the 
State's   opinion. 

Quay— The  State?  I  am  the  State.  That's 
what  you   mean,   John,   isn't   it? 

Elkin— Sire,  you  are  always  right. 

Stone  (admiringly)— There  is  certainly  no 
mistaking  your  fitness  to  succeed  me 
in  the  executive  chair,  Brother  El- 
kin. 

SONG  AND  DANCE— Quay,  Stone,  Elkin. 

(Air:     "Do  You  Follow  Me?") 

Quay- 
Just  suppose  that  I  were  shut  out  from 
the    senate. 

Do  you  follow  me? 

Stone   &  Elkin— 

We  see  your  point  of  view. 

Quay—  .  . 

You  boys  would  not  be  m  it  for  a  minute. 
Do  you  follow  me? 

Stone  &  Elkin— 

We  have  to,  M.  S.  Q. 

Quav — 
If  Billy  Flinn  should  ever  land  on  top, 
The  floor  with  us  undoubtedly  he'd  mop, 
And    then    alas!    we'd    have    to    shut   up 
shop. 

Do  you  follow  me? 

Stone  &  Elkin— 

Why  certainly  we  do. 

Elkin— 

The  case  you've  well  explained. 

Stone— 

Your  view  is  free  from  error. 

Elkin   (indicating  self)— 
It   is   officially  sustained. 

Stone- 
To  that  there's   no   demurrer. 

Quay—  , 

Now  you  see,  to  save  our  bacon,  we  must 

make    no    foolish    slip. 
I    must    go    back    to    the    senate,    if    our 

crowd  would  hold  its  grip. 
Then  we'll  chase  Bill  Flinn  to  Pittsburg 
and  his  government  we'll  rip. 
Shall  we  rip? 

Stona   &   Elkin—  . 

Yes,  you  bet,  my  boy,  we  11  rip. 

(Dance.) 

Goddess  of  Reform— What  do  I  hear? 
These  words  give  me  new  hope. 
(Rushes   forward   and  prostrates   her- 


self before  Quay.)  Oh,  sire,  if  it  is 
indeed  your  purpose  to  pursue  that 
man  cf  guile,  William  Flinn,  and  rip 
his  iniquitous  government  to  shreds, 
methinks  at  last  I  have  found  a  wor- 
thy .champion.  Lend  me  your  aid, 
sire,  and  together  we  shall  cleanse  the 
municipalities,  sweep  the  state  and 
earn  the  eternal  gratitude  of  the  peo- 
ple. 

Quay— Let  me  see.  Haven't  I  met  you 
somewhere   before? 

Stone — You  did,  my  liege.  Don't  you  re- 
member the  poor  wench  that  hung 
around  our  camp  in  ISP.i  and  got 
pledges  from  us  all?  We  gave  her 
the  bounce  afterwards,  and  it  was  no 
easy  job. 

Elkin— Yes,  and  she  haunted  us  in  Har- 
risburg  in  1897  with  a  ripper  bill  with 
3'our  O.  K.  pn  it,  sire.  We  "trun"  her 
down  that  time,  too,  but  it  cost  us  a 
heap  of  votes. 

Quay — I  have  a  faint  recollection  of 
something  of  the  kind.  These  outsid- 
ers and  the  promises  and  pledges 
they  secure  do  not  abide  long  in  my 
memory.  But  what  does  the  interest- 
ing female  want  now?  What  wouldst 
thou  have,   young  woman? 

Goddess  of  Reform— It  is  as  these  gen- 
tlemen say.  I  have  appealed  to  you 
in  the  past  and  obtained  from  you 
promises  which  you  used  for  bait  in 
Pennsylvania  and  then  threw  them  to 
the  fishes  in  Florida.  But,  though 
thus  deceived,  I  still  hope.  To-day  I 
come  to  you  with  this  fair  proposal. 
I  have  here  a  batch  of  reform  meas- 
ures, covering  all  the  old  ground. 
Promise  me  to  put  these  through,  and 
I  shall  guarantee  you  in  return  your 
re-election  to  the  United  States  sen- 
ate and  sufficient  strength  in  the  leg- 
islature to  rip  Bill  Flinn  off  the  earth 
and  chase  the  whole  crew  of  Insur- 
gents back  to  the  mines.     Is  it  a  go? 

Quay— Hold  a  minute.  How,  may  I  ask. 
dost  thou  propose  to  deliver  the 
goods? 

Goddess— Nothing  easier.  You  remember 
the  rude  way  in  which  Flinn  ripped 
Eddie  Bigelow.  of  Pittsburg,  out  of 
his  job  as  Director  of  Public  Works? 

Quay— I  do. 

Goddess— And  you  know  Eddie's  big 
brother,    Thomas   S.? 

Quay— Why,  certainly.  He's  a  million- 
aire. 

Goddess — Well,  Tommy  is  ready  and  will- 
ing to  put  up  the  cash  and  supply  the 
votes  necessary  to  bring  the  legisla- 
ture to  your  feet,  provided  that  you 
co-operate  with  me,  procure  the  en- 
actment of  the  measun^s  herewith 
submitted,  and  guarantee  full  recog- 
nition to  the  Bigelows  when  the  gov- 
ernment of  Pittsburg  is  remodeled.  Is 
it  a  go? 

Quay  (aside  to  Stone  and  Elkin)— This 
looks  like  a  lead-pipe  cinch.  These 
people  are  dead  easy.  (To  Goddess)— 
Lovelv  creature,  believe  me,  if  I  have 
ever  slighted  you  in  the  past,  the  er- 
ror was  unintentional.  At  this  pres- 
ent moment  your  beautv  fascinates 
me  and  %he  sweet  musfc  pf  your  yp?PP 


overpowers  me.  I  am  yours  and— 
Tommy  Bigelow's.  The  reform  bills 
shall  be  passed,  Bill  Fiinn's  govern- 
ment shall  be  ripped,  and  you  and  1 
(rapturously)  shall  sit  together  on  the 
throne,  while  the  devoted  populace 
does  us  homage  and  chants  our  prais- 
es. (Winks  at  Stone  and  Elkin,  who 
chuckle  consumedly.)  And  now,  my 
followers,  listen  to  this,  my  solemn 
proclamation:  I  herewith  pledge  my- 
self and  you  and  all  others  who  owe 
me  fealty,  to  the  sacred  cause  of  re- 
form—state and  municipal— ballot  re- 
form, charter  reform  and  all  other 
reforms  that  may  be  suggested  by 
the  Goddess,  the  Bigelows,  Father 
Pitt,  the  Pittsburg  Chamber  of  Com- 
merce, Colonel  Jim  Guffev  or  whoso- 
ever else  chooses  to  rush  into  the 
breach  with  a  virtuous  ax  to  grind. 
Are   you    with   us? 


All— We   are. 


SOLI  AND   CHORUS. 


For    to    make    an    honest    living    we    are 

bound. 
But  when   we  hear  the  shekel's   cheerful 

sound 
Then   each   one   will  at     duty's     post     be 
found. 
At  making  laws  we  will  not  play 
If  there's  no  long  stuff  to  grease  the 
way, 
So  if  you  ain't  got  no  money  you  needn't 
coma  round. 

(Enter  Stone  and  Elkin  in  gleeful  haste.) 

Stone— Be  of  good  cheer,  my  friends,  for 
we  bring  you  glad  tidings.  You  re- 
call the  deal  which  our  beloved  mas- 
ter, Matthew  Stanley,  made  with  the 
Goddess  of  Reform,  in  pursuance 
whereof  one  Thomas  Bigelow,  of 
Pittsburg,  was  to  separate  himself 
from  his  coin  and  assist  our  gallant 
leader  to  capture  this  body. 

All— We  shall  never  forget  the  blessed 
occasion. 


(   Air:    "In   De    Mo'.ning.") 

Quay— 
I'm  back  again  on  the  same  old  lay, 

Chillun,  chillun,  won't  you  follow  me? 
I'm  cornered  now  and  I  can't  say  nay. 

All— Halle,  halle,  halle,  hallelujah! 
In  the  morning, 

In  the  morning  by  the  bright  light, 
We'll  all  be  goody-goodies  in  the  morning. 

Stone— 
If   this    were   straight,    I    wouldn't   chime 
in, 
Chillun,  chillun,  won't  yon  follow  me? 
But   we   need   some  trumps   if   the   game 
we'd  win. 

All— Halle,   halle,   halle,   hallelujah! 
In  the   morning,    etc. 

Elkin- 
Reform's  all  right  for  a  pro  tem.  gag. 

Chillun,  chillun,  won't  you  follow  me? 
But  we'll  never  desert  our  own  old  flag. 

All— Halle,   halle,   halle,   hallelujah! 
In   the   morning,    etc. 

Goddess— 
If  I'm  turned  down,   beware,   beware, 

Chillun,  chillun,  won't  you  follow  me? 
This   time,    Old   Man,   you've   got   to   play 
fair. 

All— Halle,   halle,   halle,   hallelujah! 
In   the   morning,    etc. 

Tableau. 

(Curtain.) 


ACT  II. 

(Scene— Lobby    in    State    Capitol.     Quay 
Legislators,   Lobbyists,   etc.,   discovered.) 

CHORUS. 


Stone— The  time  for  the  execution  of  that 
deal  is  come.  Even  now  the  Bigelows 
are  in  Harrisburg  and  are  wending 
their  way  hither.  Are  you  ready  to 
receive  them? 

All  (turning  empty  pockets  inside  out)— 
We   certainly  are. 

(Strains  of  martial  music.  Enter  pro- 
cession headed  by  Tom  and  Ed  Bigelow. 
Barrel  marked   "$300,000"   is  rolled  in.) 

CHORUS. 

(Air:     "When  Reuben  Comes  to  Town.") 

When  Thomas  comes  to  town 
He'll   surely  be  done  brown. 
We're   happy   to   relieve   him   of   his   sur- 
plus  golden   store. 
'Tis  seldom  that  his  like 
Comes   waltzing  down  the   pike. 
We'll    stick    to    Tommy's      barrel     till    it 
flows   no  more. 

Stone— Welcome,  friend  Thomas,  to  our 
capital. 

Elkin— And  I,  too,  Thomas,  bid  thee  wel- 
come. 

Chorus— So  do  we  all.     (Cheers.) 

Thomas— Gentlemen,  your  cordiality  is, 
indeed,  appreciated.  But  let  me  not 
travel  under  false  colors.  From  the 
remarks  of  this  distinguished  assem- 
blage I  infer  that  this  barrel  of  mine 
is  supposed  to  be  filled  with  cold 
cash. 

All— And    isn't    it? 

Thomas— Not  on  your  life.  (Chorus 
of  groans.)  You  don't  catch  me 
carting  real  money  through  the 
streets  of  a  town  like  Harrisburg  and 
into  a  place  like  this.  That  barrel  is 
merely  a  dodge  to  fool  the  opposition. 
It  suggests  immense  strength,  you 
know. 


(Air:     "If  You  Ain't  Got  No  Money  You 
Needn't    Come   Round.") 

If   you    ain't    got    no    money   you    needn't 

come   round, 
'Tis    the   cash   that   counts   on    legislative 
ground. 
Let  visitors  take  our  advice 
And    stay   away    if   they    haven't    the 
price, 


Stone— It  undoubtedly  docs. 

Elkin— With  $300,000  I  would  undertake 
to  move  the  commonwealth  from  its 
foundations. 

Thomas— Well,  that  comes  later.  .In  the 
meantime,  being  a  man  of  prudence, 
I  am  not  giving  myself  away.  Ana 
now   tell    me,    wnere's   the   boss? 


Stone— He  awaits  you,  sire,  in  yonder 
council  chamber.  (Gives  signal.  Cur- 
tains drawn  apart  at  rear  disclose 
Quay  and  others.  Quay  advances  and 
embraces  the  Bigelows.) 
Quay- 
All  hail,   friend  Thomas,   welcome  to  our 

palace. 
Around    these    halls   pray    make    yourself 

at  home. 
With  you  to  aid,  we'll  conquer  spite  and 

malice. 
And  rule  the  legislative  hippodrome. 

Thomas— 
On  me  'tis  safe  to  place  entire  reliance. 
No    more    you'll    drink     from    sorrow's 
bitter  cup. 
Unto  your  foes  I'm  here  to  bid  defiance, 
I'm    out    for    blood    and    never    will    let 
up. 

Chorus- 
Immortal  Tom,  he's  here  to  bid  defiance. 
He's  out  for  blood  and  never  will  let  up: 

(Enter   George    and    Harry   Oliver.) 

ARIA.     (Air:     "Columbus.") 

GEORGE. 

Hold  on,  ye  men  of  pow'r  and  pelf, 

For  just  a  moment  tarry. 
I   am   George   Oliver   himself 

And  this  is  Brother  Harry. 
Whatever   little  game   you're   at 

Don't   venture   to    begin   it 
Without  an  understanding  pat 

That  we  are  strictly  in  it. 

Both— Are  we  in  on  the  game? 

Chorus— Who   knows,   who   knows? 

Both— Will  you  honor  our  claim? 

Chorus— Who   knows,    who    knows? 

Both— We    are    hustlers. 

Chorus— They   are   hustlers. 

Both — We  are   rustlers. 

Chorus— They  are  rustlers. 

Both — And  we'll  stand  no   cold  razoo. 

Chorus— And  they'll  stand  no  cold  razoo. 

HARRY. 

I've  heaps  of  cash  and  bonds  and  stocks. 

And  blow  my  wealth   in  gayly. 
I    own   some   costly    business   blocks 

And  a  pow'rful  German   daily. 
My  fame  extending  far  and  wide 

Should    not    be    disregarded. 
With   honors   high   and   dignified 

I   ought  to   be  rewarded. 

Both— Are  we  in  on  the  game,  etc. 


GEORGE. 

I'm  an  editor  new,  but  ne'ertheless 

I    cut   no   idle   capers. 
In  fact  already  I  possess 

Two    influential   papers. 
This  makes  a  sort  of  syndicate. 

Like  one  of  Pierpont   Morgan's, 
And  my  papers  ought  to  make  me  great 

Since  I've  made  'em  both  Quay  organs. 

Both— Are  we  in  on  the  game,  etc. 


Quay— The  subject  is  one  which  we  had 
best  not  pursue  in  public.  Anyhow, 
the  hour  is  at  hand  for  the  legisla- 
ture to  ballot  on  my  candidacy  for 
senator,  and  we  may  not  linger  here. 
Come,    gentlemen. 

(Quay,  Stone,  Elkin,  the  Bigelows  and 
Olivers  retire  into  council  room.) 

CHORUS. 

(Air:     "Good-bye,  My  Lover,  Good-bye.") 

The   fateful  hour  approaches   fast, 

Good-bye,  O  Willie,   good-bye. 

Bill  Plinn  will  get  his  dose  at  last, 

Good-bye,   O  Willie,   good-bye. 

Bye-bye,   O  Willie, 

Bye-bye,   O  Willie, 

Bye-bye,   O  Willie, 

Good-bye,   O  Willie,   good-bye. 

(Bill  Flinn,  dre.  >d  as  an  acrobat,  tum- 
bles in  by  a  series  of  handsprings.  In- 
surgent   legislators    follow.) 

Plinn— Aha!  By  yonder  barrel  I  perceive 
that  the  Bigelows  are  here,  and  that 
even  now  the  accursed  Quayites  are 
putting  the  finishing  touches  to  the 
plot  which  is  to  compass  my  destruc- 
tion. But  you  will  never  desert  me, 
my  men,  will  you? 

Chorus — No;   never. 

SOLO:    Flinn. 

(Air:     "I'll  Meet  Her  When  the  Sun  Goes 
Down.") 

I'm  a  most  elastic  acrobat. 

Prom  the  camp  of  the  G.  O.  P. 
I  jump  to  the  rebel  or  the  Democrat — 
Oh,  they're  all  of  'em  alike  to  me. 
And    it's    oh,    how   I   love 
Rival  acrobats  to  humble 
As  from  camp  to  camp  I  tumble. 
And   it's    oh,    how   I    love 
The  applause  that  greets  the  Rub- 
ber Man. 

Chorus — And  it's  oh,   how  he  loves,  etc. 

One    day    I'll    be    running    the    Pittsburg 
ring, 
And  the  next,  to  make  things  warm, 
I'll  stir  up  the  state  with  a  grand  hand- 
spring 
And  land  in  the  camp  of  Reform. 

Chorus— And   it's  oh,  how  he  loves,  etc. 

My    finish,    of    course,    will    cause   regret. 

Such  sorrow  will  be  hard  to  drown. 
But   I'm   not   at  the   end   of  my   flip-flaps 
yet, 
I'll    keep   jumping    till      the     sun     goes 
down. 

Chorus— And  it's  oh,  how  he  loves,  etc. 

(Enter  Goddess  of  Reform  on  her  way 
to   Quay's   council  room.) 

Flinn— What's  this?  (Seizes  her  hand.) 
O  happy  opportunity!  Loveliest  of 
maidens,  know  you  not  that  in  me 
you  behold  your  most  devoted  ad- 
mirer. I  hear  you  have  been  enter- 
taining the  advances  of  that  wicked 
old  deceiver,  Matt  Quay.  Be  warnerl, 
dear  girl,  before  it  is  too  late.  Trust 
him  not:  he  is  fooling  thee.  I  am  the 
only  pebble  on  the  beach. 

Goddess— Unhand  me,  monster.  Only  too 
well  do  I  know  your  shameful  double- 


dealing.  In  Pittsburg  you  are  a  pro- 
fessional ringmaster;  at  Harrisburg 
you  are  an  alleged  reformer.  At  both 
ends  you  are  playing  it  low  down,  and 
I  shall  have  none  of  you.  As  for 
Quay— Old  Man  Quay— with  all  his 
faults  I  can't  help  clinging  to  him 
still.  (Breaks  loose  and  rushes  into 
council   room.) 

Flinn— Spurned  again!  But  I'm  used  to 
this  sort  of  thing,  and  I  can  take  it 
philosophically.  Besides  yonder  comes 
something  that  is  a  great  consoler. 

(Enter  messenger  from  the  Charmer's 
Bank  of  Pittsburg,  rolling  barrel  labeled 
"$500,000".     All   cheer. 

CHORUS. 

(Air:     "The  Bonnie  Blue  Flag.") 

Now  blessings  on  the  friendly  hand 

That  sends  us  this  relief. 
To  brace  and  cheer  our  gallant  band, 

Likewise   our   noble   chief. 

Now  doubtful  ones  will  surely  join 

The  ranks  by  William   led. 
Hurrah  for  the  barrel  of  coin 
That  comes  when  Hope  has  fled! 
Hurrah,  hurrah! 
'Tis  now  we'll  forge  ahead. 

Hurrah  for  the  barrel  of  coin 
That  comes  when  Hope  has  fled! 

(Exeunt  omnes   with  barrel.) 

(Enter   two    newspaper    men.) 

First  N.  M.— "Well,  they're  at  it  hammer 
and   tongs. 

Second  N.  M. — Yes,  and  it's  nip  and  tuck. 
But  I  hear  that  Johnny  McTighe,  of 
Pittsburg,  has  gone  over  to  the  Old 
Man  and  that  this  gives  him  a  ma- 
jority of  one.     (Loud  cheering  heard.) 

First  N.   M.— Aha,  that's  the   finish. 

Second  N.   M.— Sure. 

(Curtains  drawn.     Quay  et  al.  advance. 
Crowd   cheering   lustily.) 

Tom  Bigelow— "Well,  Senator,  it's  all  over, 
and  you're  on  top  for  keeps. 

Quay— So  it  seems.  The  people  want  me 
and  (turning  eyes  aloft)  the  will  of 
the  people  is  mighty  and  must  prevail. 

Stone   and    Elkin    (loudly)— Amen! 

Quay  (to  Bigelow)— You,  Thomas,  may 
name  your  own  reward— yours  and  Ed- 
die's. Here,  before  all  these  witness- 
es, I  give  you  my  hand  upon  it.  (Gives 
hand.) 

Goddess  of  Reform— And  how  about  me, 
sire? 

Quay— Young  woman,  you  have  my  sol- 
emn pledge  to  reform  everything. 
Await  developments  and  be  happy. 

St(fne  and  Elkin  (aside  to  Quay)— Of 
course,  these  things  are  not  binding. 

Quay  (aside)— 'Sh!  'Sh!  Do  you  want  to 
queer   me? 

The  Olivers— And  how  about  us,  sire? 

Quay— Ye,  also,  shall  be  in  the  push  and 
harvest  great  glory.     But  for  the  time 


being   have   patience   and   trust   me   to 
do  the  handsome. 

(Enter   Flinn   by   handsprings.) 

Quay— Ha!  Hast  come  to  surrender? 

Flinn— Not  much.  I  am  here  to  hurl  a 
last  defiance  in  your  face.  Pittsburg 
still  remains  to  me,  and  there  I  shall 
keep  on  hammering  you  to  the  bitter 
end. 

Quay— That  being  the  case,  let's  show 
him  no  mercy,  but  rip  him  right 
away. 

All— Well  said.  Let's  rip  him  right  away. 

Flinn— So  soon.  Oh  misery!  (Crawls  off 
in  despair.) 

Quay— It  is  our  only  course.  Let  the 
Pittsburg  machine  survive,  and  we 
shall  know  no  peace.  Go  then,  at 
once,  my  trusty  followers;  push 
through  a  new  and  crushing  charter 
for  second  class  cities;  and  see  to  it 
that  Flinn  and  all  his  ilk  are  ripped 
out  of  political  existence.  Elkin  here 
will  O.  K.  the  bill,  and  Stnne  will  sign 
it.     Won't  you,   boys? 

Stone  and  Elkin— With  a  heart  and  a 
half. 

Finale.     (Air:     "Rataplan.") 

CHORUS. 

Let  'er  rip;  let  'er  rip:  let  'er  rip. 
Let  'er  rip,  let  'er  rip  and  tear. 
For  we've  got  Billy  Flinn  and  his  crowd 
on  the  hin 
And  our  play  is  to  keep  'em  there. 
"With  a  bang  and  a  crash 
Their  machine  we'll  smash 
And  of  pow'r  those  lads  we'll  strip. 
Let  'er  rip;  let  'er  rip;  let  'er  rip;  let  'er 
rip;  let  'er  rip;  let  'er  rip,  rip,  rip. 

Tableau. 

(Curtain.) 


ACT  III. 

(Scene:  Room  in  the  Executive  Man- 
sion at  Harrisburg.  Quay.  Stone,  Elkin, 
McTighe,  the  Bigelows,  the  Olivers  and 
other    "Stalwarts"    at   banauet   tabled 

DRINKING  CHORUS. 

(Air:     "We   Won't   Go    Home    Till   Morn- 
ing.") 

At   last   we've   passed   the  ripper, 
The  slashing  Pittsburg   ripper. 
And   we   are    feeling   chipper 

And  light  of  heart  and  gay. 

Then  hip,   hip,   hip,   hooray! 

We'll  drink  to   Old   Man   Quay. 
For  we've   gone  and   passed   the  ripper, 

And  we'll  drink  till  break  of  day. 

Quay— 

This    festal    celebration 
I  view   with   exultation. 
Methinks  the  State  and  Nation 
Like  signs  of  joy  display. 

All- 

They,  too,  are  feeling  gay, 
While  we  shout  hip,  hooray! 

For  we've  gone  and  passed  the  ripper, 
And  we'll  drink  till  break  of  day. 


Stone— 

There's  no  one  sore  or  sulkin', 
So   I   presume   for   Elkin 
And  me  you'll  split  the  welkin 
Likewise   without   delay. 

All— 

Oh,  yes,   they're  both  Or  K. 
And  true  to  Old  Man  Quay. 
So  we'll  drink  to  Stone  and  Elkin. 
And  we'll  drink  till  break  of  day. 

(Enter  Colored  Porter  with  Quay's  va- 
lise.) 

Porter— De  train  am  a-waitin'  for  you, 
Mr.  Quay.  If  you'  doan'  staht  putty 
soon,  yo'll  be  lef  behin',  sah. 

All— Then  you  are  going  to  leave  us. 

Quay— I  have  no  alternative.  But  per- 
haps I  had  better  give  you  a  word  of 
explanation. 


SOLO:      Quay. 
(Air:      "The    Prodigal    Son.") 

Quay— 
A  statesman's  life  has  its  seamy  side, 

Chorus- 
It    has;    it    has. 

Quay — 
And  he's  often  forced  from  the  world 
to    hide. 

Chorus- 
He   is:   he  is. 

Quay— 
Now  whenever  the  mob   is  too  much  for 

me, 
And  prudence  compels  me  away  to  flee, 
I  pack  up  and  slip  off  to  San  Lucie. 

Chorus — 

Sing  tra-la-la,    tra-la-la-la. 

Quay — 
Now   the   ripper   to   pass   was   a   contract 
tough. 

Chorus- 
It    was;    it    was. 

Quay- 
It    took    heaps    of    labor    and    long    green 
stuff. 

Chorus- 
It  did;    it   did. 

Quay— 
And   now  I   foresee  that   if  here  I   stay 
My   friends   and   dependents,    without   de- 
lay. 
Will  haunt  me  and  badger  me  night  and 
day. 

Chorus- 
Sing  tra-la-la,    tra-la-la-la. 

Quay— 
Now    under    this    pressure    I  d    soon    col- 
lapse. 

Chorus- 
He   would;   he   would. 

Quay— 
So  I've  gotten  my  ticket  and   packed  my 
trans. 

Chorus- 
He   has;   he   has. 


Quay— 

In  the  faraway  south  I'll  recuperate, 
And    I'll    hurry    back    home    at    an    early 

date 
My  pledges  to  to  keep  and  set  all  things 

straight. 


Chorus- 
Sing  tra-la-la,   tra-la-la-la. 

Quay — In  a  word,  gentlemen,  if  I  don't 
travel  beyond  pursuit  and  get  a  few 
nights'  sleep,  far  from  the  madding 
haunts  of  lawmakers,  jobholders,  job- 
seekers,  regulars,  rebels  and  reform- 
ers, I  see  my  finish. 

Tom  Bigelow— But,  sire,  how  about  the 
fulfilment  of  your  contract  with  me? 
If  you  leave  things  to  run  them- 
selves, where  will  I  be  at? 

Quay— Pear,  not,  Thomas.  I  commit 
your  case  to  the  hands  of  my  faith- 
ful proxy,  Bill  Stone.  He  will  see 
that  you  get  all  that  is  coming  to  you. 
Will  you  not,  Gov'nor? 

Stone  (laying  hand  on  heart)— You  can 
trust  me,  sire,  to  fulfill  your  engage- 
ments   to    the    letter. 

Goddess  of  Reform — And  I,  sire— where 
will  I  land?  If  you  are  not  here  what 
assurance  will  I  have  that  the  puri- 
fication bills  which  you  promised  to 
pass   will   be   put  through? 

Quay— This,  too,  I  leave  to  my  faithful 
William.  You  will  deal  fairly  with  the 
lady,    William,    eh? 

Stone — Let  the  Attorney  General  of  the 
commonwealth  be  my  official  witness. 

Elkin— You  can  have  my  affidavit  for  it 
that  he  will  do  the  honorable.  The 
Governor's  word  is  as  good  as  his 
bond. 

McTighe— And  where  do  I  come  in?  My 
vote  turned  the  scale  in  your  favor. 
Now  you  are  jumping  the  town  and 
leaving  me  to  get  the  berth  I've  been 
looking  for  the  best  way  I  can. 

Quay— William,  you  will  protect  John- 
ny's interests  also.  Do  not  fail  in 
this. 

Stone— Johnny  shall  be  right  up  front 
when  the  ripper  spoils  are  divided. 

The  Olivers— And  how  about  us?  Are  we 
to  take  pot-luck  while  you  prowl 
around  in  Florida  pretending  to  catch 
fish? 

Quay— Nay,  nay.  You  gentlemen  cannot 
and  will  not  be  overlooked.  William, 
make  a  note  of  my  deep  obligations 
to  the  Oliver  boys,  and  see  that  they 
get  what  they  want  during  my  ab- 
sence. (Train  whistle  heard  without.) 
But  hark!  My  train  is  about  to  start 
and  I  must  hence.  Farewell,  my  gal- 
lant followers.     Farewell! 


(All  exeunt,   singing,   except  Stone  and 
Elkin,   who   linger  behind.) 


CHORUS. 

(Air:      "I'm    Gwine    Back   to    Dixie.") 

He's  going  down  to  Dixie, 

Where    rounders    cannot    chase   him. 
He's   going  down   to   Dixie, 

Where  strikers  cannot  mace  him. 
No  more  the  boys  can  brace  him, 
'Twill  cost  too  much  to  trace  him, 
His  refuge  is  in  Dixie, 
And  he  must  go. 

Stone— Ha!  The  game  is  in  our  hands. 
We  have  everybody  where  the  hair  is 
short.  The  Old  Man  of  course  doesn't 
expect  us  to  carry  out  his  fool  prom- 
ises. If  he  did,  he  wouldn't  skip  to 
Florida.     Would  he,  John? 

Elkin— Not  a  bit  of  it.  Besides,  are  we 
not  all  agreed  that  mere  political  ob- 
ligations are   not   binding? 

Stone— Exactly  so.  As  a  matter  of  fact, 
as  things  now  stand,  you  and  I  owe 
nothing  to   anybody. 

Elkin— Not    a    thing." 

Stone — Not   even  to   one   another. 

Elkin— Well— n-n-no. 

Stone — And  we  are  free  to  grind  our  own 
axes  in  our  own  way. 

Elkin— Perfectly. 

Stone — John,  consider  yourself  the  next 
Governor    of    Pennsylvania. 

Elkin — Bill,  consider  yourself  the  next — 

Stone  (putting  hand  over  Elkin's  mouth) 
— Enough.  Even  walls  have  ears.  Let 
us  begone  and  join  the  frivolous  and 
over-confiding   rag   tag   and    bobtail. 

(Exeunt,  singing,  "He's  Gwine  Down  to 
Dixie"  very  loudly,  while  chorus  is  heard 
singing  same   in   distance.) 

(Enter  on  tiptoe  Joe  Brown,  Burleigh 
and  Roger  O'Mara  attired  as  conspira- 
tors.) 


CHORUS. 

(Air:         "Conspirators'       Chorus"       from 
"Madame  Angot.") 

We   are   here   to    plot    as   men   of   guile, 
And  that's  why  we  enter  in  a  gum-shoe 

style. 
From  the  ripper  crowd  and  its  vengeance 
vile 
We  must  save  ourselves  as  best  we  can. 
Stealthily,  furtively,  on  tiptoe, 
Into  the  jaws  of  the  foe  we  go. 
Billy  Flinn  has  sent   us  here 
To  give  Stone  the  proper  steer, 
Billy    needs    a    friend    and    Stone's    his 
man. 

(Enter  Stone   and  Elkin.) 

Stone— Who  are  ye  that  trespass  upon 
the  privacy  of  my  chamber  like 
thieves  in  the  night.  Speak  and  be 
quick  about  it  before  I  call  the 
household  guard  and  do  ye  a  mis- 
chief. 

(All   remove   cloaks    from    faces.     Stone 
passes  around  and  looks  them  over.) 

Stone— Wb,at!    Roger? 


Roger— The  same. 

Stone— And  Joey? 

Joey— Yes,  Guv' nor. 

Stone— And  Clarry? 

Clarry— Myself  and  no  other. 

Stone— And  what  would  ye  have? 

Roger — We  come,  Guv'nor,  with  proposals 
from  Flinn.  Being  in  a  corner,  he  is 
now  ready  to  make  a  deal,  and  he 
thinks  he  can  make  it  worth  your 
while.    Will  you  hear  us? 

Stone  (to  Elkin)— What  think  you  of 
this,   John? 

Elkin— Between  ourselves,  I  rather  like 
it.  Flinn  still  has  some  deliverable 
goods,  and  we  might  as  well  get  'em 
if  the  terms  are  within  reason.  Re- 
member, we  are  both  candidates  for 
higher   things. 

Stone— You  speak  like  a  Dutch  uncle.  Of 
a  truth,  I  am  rather  disposed  to  treat 
these  worthy  fellows  with  politeness. 
(To  Conspirators)— Gentlemen,  I  bid 
you  welcome.  Sit  down  and— er— let 
us  talk  this  thing  over. 

Burleigh— I  have  here  a  paper  which  em- 
bodies the  terms  which  Mr.  Flinn  is 
prepared  to  make.  They  are  very  lib- 
eral indeed.  He  asks  little  and  in  re- 
turn he  is  willing,  to  turn  over  Alle- 
gheny county,  body  and  breeches,  to 
you  and  Elkin,  to  have  and  to  hold, 
until  death  do  you  part.  Read  for 
yourself.  (Hands  paper.  Governor 
reads  and  hands  to  Elkin.) 

Stone— The  document,  I  must  confess,  is 
as  you  say,  drawn  up  in  a  very  lib- 
eral spirit.  Flinn  has  made  it  rather 
hot  for  my  friend  Quay,  but  after  all 
he's  not  a  bad  fellow— not  a  bad  fel- 
low by  any  means.     Is  he,  John? 

Elkin— On  reflection,  I  begin  to  perceive 
evidence  of  rare  good  qualities  in  the 
man. 

Stone— I  see,  by  this  paper,  that  he  wants 
to  make  Brown  recorder  of  Pittsburg. 

Joey  (grinning  broadly)— He  has  been 
kind  enough  to  remember  me,  sir. 

Stone— But  how  about  Bigelow? 

Elkin— Oh,  confound  Bigelow!  We  owe 
him    nothing,    do    we? 

Stone— From  the  standpoint  of  abstract 
morality,  we  do;  but  from  that  of 
practical  politics,  we  don't  owe  him  a 
thing. 

Elkin— Then  why  not  dump  him? 

Stone— Why  not?  (To  Burleigh)— Clarry, 
my   boy,   I'll   do  it. 

Joev  (falling  on  his  knees')— Oh,  Your  Ex- 
cellency,  how  can  I  thank  you? 

Stone— Hold  on,  Joey.  It  is  only  nomi- 
nated in  the  bond  that  Brown  shall  be 
the  man.  I  shall  give  the  place  to  A. 
M.  Brown,  not  to  you,  and  I  don't 
see  where  there  can  be  any  kick  com- 
ing. 

Burleigh— Anybody  but  Bigelow.  .  . 


Roger— I  guess  we'll  have  to  stand  for 
the   Major. 

Stone— As  for  the  rest,  in  view  of  Mr. 
Flinn's  kindly  intentions  towards  my- 
self and  the  machine  which  Elkin  and 
I  are  constructing,  I  agree  to  every- 
thing.   Here  is  my  signature.     (Signs.) 


SOLO  AND  CHORUS. 
(Air:      "I'll    Be    Dar.") 


Roger— 
\\  hen  old  Bill   Stone  wants  delegates. 


Chorus— 


Oh,  we'll  be  dar. 


Clarry— 
When  he  and  John  are  candidates. 


Chorus— 


Oh,  we'll  be  dar. 

Joey— 
When  Pittsburg  gets  its  charter  new. 

Chorus— 

Oh,  we'll  be  dar. 

Stone  &  Elkin— 
Whenever  you're  called  on  by  us  two. 

Chorus— 

Oh,  we'll  be  dar. 
We'll  be  dar;  we'll  be  dar; 
When  the  combine  gets  to  working, 
We'll  be  dar. 

(Great       commotion.        Hammering      at 
door.     Quayites  burst  in.) 

Tom  Bigelow — What's  this?  A  conspira- 
cy!    We   are   undone!       Oh,     perjured 

monsters! 

All  (pointing  at  Stone  and  Elkin) — Fiends 
villains,  perjurers,  ye  have  betrayed 
us! 

Roger    (mockingly)— Ha,    ha,    ha,    ha! 

Stone— Poor  fools!  It  is  the  fortune  of 
war. 

BASS   SOLO:     Bigelow. 

(Air:    "Down  Among  the  Dead  Men.") 

We've  been  tricked,  dishonored  and  over- 
thrown, 

And  the  monster  that  did  it  is  Old  Bill 
Stone. 

Old  Bill  Stone,  who.  the  people  say, 

Ts  the  proxy  and  echo  of  Old   Man  Quay. 

Now  to  square  up  accounts  with  him  we'll 
try. 

Down  among  the  dead  ones 

Let  him   lie. 

The   Olivers    (pointing  to   Stone) — 
Down  among  the  dead  ones. 


McTighe  (pointing  to  Stone)— 
Down  among  the  dead  ones. 

All- 
Down,  down,  down,  down, 
Down  among  the  dead  ones 
Let  him  lie. 

(Quay    appears    in    doorway,    satchel   in 
hand.) 

Quay— What's  all  this  hubbub  about? 

Goddess  of  Reform  (throwing  herself  at 
his  feet)— Oh.  sire,  we  have  been  sold 
out— basely,  cruelly  sold  out  by  your 
agents,  the  Governor  and  the  Attor- 
ney General.  A.  M.  Brown  gets  the 
Pittsburg  recordership.  A  harmony 
deal-  has  been  made  with  Flinn,  and 
there  (pointing:  to  Roger,  et  al.)— 
there  are  the  kind  of  vipers  that  your 
precious  Governor  is  nourishing  in  his 
bosom. 

Quay— Then,  young  woman,  you  have 
been— 

Goddess   (hysterically)— Gold  bricked. 

Quay— And  the  Bigelows? 

Tom  and  Ed— Gold  bricked. 

Quay— And   the   Olivers? 

George  and  Harry— Gold  bricked. 

Quay— And  Johnny  McTighe? 

McTighe— Gold  bricked. 

Quay— So  everybody,  it  seems,  has  been— 

All    (fiercely)— Gold   bricked. 

Quay— That  being  the  case,  T  see  nothing 
for  it  but  to  take  the  first  train  for 
Florida  at   once. 

Bigelow— And   we  trusted   him   so! 

All— Ah  yes.     We  did. 

Bigelow— And  why? 

CHORUS. 

(Air:     "Those    Goo-Goo   Eyes.") 

Just    because     he     made     those   goo-goo 

eyes. 
He  talked  so  smooth  and  looked  so  true 
and  wise. 
Oh,  the  deal  we  get  is  cold, 
Not  a  thing  but  bricks  of  gold, 
Just    because     he     made     those    goo-goo 
eyes. 

(Grand  shower  of  gold  bricks.) 

Tableau. 

(Curtain.) 
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